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read her heart may be driven by the " crimson
blaring of his shawms" into the refuge of
the twilight whose table is laid with the
exquisite odours and savours of half-lights
and shadows and the deep and intimate invita-
tion of the starry darkness. She has laid upon
the temperate lands the deprivations of autumn
and winter, bevelling the days down to the
edge of night until men, in their hunger for
illumination and warmth, have learned to
chew infinities of nourishing beauty out of
little precious mouthfuls of sunlight. Upon
the contingencies and necessities of life,
which Nature grants to us for the disciplining
of our chaos into some reflection of hidden
orders of beauty, we build our preferences.
Time, familiarity and the sense of ownership
harden the preferences into prejudices. Ulti-
mately we may mistake for the rock of truth
and perfection certain things in our thoughts and
feelings that once were merely floating timbers
shed from the proliferating forests of life and
are now petrified in the waters of our own
inertia. But whatever be the light or darkness
of our intellectual and emotional atmosphere,
Nature and the Deities. of Art cannot be